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He shook a dignified fist at the garden.
" I think he's a lama." decided Maud, who had been
quietly examining the small, amazing figure. " There
are mystic signs embroidered on his girdle!n
" Isn't a lama a sort of sheep indigenous to the
Zoo?" asked Mrs Nixon,
" A Tibetan lama, a mendicant, a guru"
" Guru," echoed the butler, glancing at her appre-
ciatively. "Missie right; him religious man; people
him much feeding, him plenty prayers making."
As if in corroboration of the butler's remarjc, the
small figure in the garden produced a wooden begging
bowl from his voluminous trousers, and, holding it
before him, began a loud, unearthly, wailing chant
The sound aroused the two dachshunds on the
veranda, already in a state of some excitement, to
violent frenzy. They emitted a series of short yelps
and, as if inspired by a single thought, dashed down
the broad wooden steps and moved swiftly across the
flower-beds to the attack. It seemed as though they
had been uncertain whether the new comer was friend
or foe until they heard him sing. They were all
'decision now.
The mendicant defended himself vigorously with
the begging bowl, but nevertheless a distressing sound
of tearing calico came almost at once.
In some alarm Nixon dashed down into the garden,
calling off the dogs. But before he had gone five
yards a lithe, dark-complexioned figure in a white suit
rushed through the gate and was almost instantly
beside the guru, laying about him furiously with as
elegant ebony walking-stick*